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This is my first slash, so. 


Jon looked down at the ground as he walked the long pathway leading away from the high school, hoping that 
nobody would bother him today. There were rumors going around about him at school. In all honesty, they 
were true, but it was still very embarrassing when you were being made fun of and pushed around. "Where ya 
goin’, Bongiovi?" Jon shut his eyes tightly, wishing them to go away. Wishing that, for once, they'd just say 
something mean and walk away. No physical violence needed. But nope. A rough hand grabbed his shoulder, spun 


him around, and knocked him to the ground. 
"Are you goin’ off to smooch with your boyfriend?" Another asked. 
"| was going to go to class." Jon mumbled, still not looking at the three men in front of him. 


"Mhm. Sure. Give me a break" The "leader" of the group picked him up by the collar of his t-shirt and shoved 


him against the brick wall. "You make me sick" A crowd started gathering as the three men started their 
physical assaults. 


"Please stop." Richie took one mere break from his guitar as he heard the plea Assuming he was just imagining 
things, he went back to playing a soft, calming melody. But something ate at him. Something wasn't right. He 
looked up again and saw a crowd gathering in front of the school. Placing his guitar back in its case, and not 


worrying if nobody was gonna steal it, he jogged up to the crowd. 
"What's going on?" The brunette asked a blonde girl that was standing next to him. 


"Mark and his gang are beating up another kid." She answered. Richie was disgusted at the amusement in her 
voice. Pushing his way to the front, Richie saw the boy curled up on the ground, taking more kicks to the back. 


"Hey! Cut it out!" Richie said, pushing Mark back. 


"Oh look. It's Richard. What, are ya some queer defender? Or are you one yourself?" Richie slammed him 


against the wall, twisting his arm behind his back. 


"Listen. | ever, ever, catch you around him again, | will not let you off so easy." Richie hissed in his ear. He 
pushed him to the ground. "Now get out of my sight." Mark stood up and brushed himself off, walking away. 
Richie turned around to the crowd. "All right. Show's over, you bunch of asses." The crowd dispersed, leaving 
the school grounds. The boy shakily stood and straightened his shirt. Richie looked the boy over. He was pretty 
good looking. Shaggy blondish-brown hair, bright blue eyes, and a thin build. 


"Thanks." Jon mumbled. 
"Hey. No problem. What's your name?" 
"John Bongiovi." 


"Richard Sambora, but call me Richie." Richie said, sticking out his hand. Jon shook his hand and looked him over. 
What is a guy like this doing saving a guy like me? He doesn't want to beat me up? Richie dropped the handshake, 
feeling a little freaked when he noticed that he felt sparks when he shook his hand. He, of course, was a 
"queer" himself, but he didn't know if Jon was or not. Either way, he didn't want to take things too quickly. He 
can't be. He must be a ladies‘ man. Must have girls lining down the block to get a piece of him. Clearing his throat, 
Richie shoved his hands in his jeans pockets. "Do you need a ride home?" 


"If you don't mind giving me one?" Richie saw something spark in Jon's eyes, but he didn't know what. 
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After Richie went over the directions to Jon's house, they climbed into the car and he started driving. 
"So, kid, what's your name?" Richie sort of chuckled at the grimace on Jon's face from being called a kid. 
"John Bongiovi." 

"John Bongiovi. I've seen ya around somewhere." 

"Probably the bars in New York or something: 

"Maybe. Just maybe." 

"So, Richie, do you play any instruments? | know you're a jock, but" 


"Yeah. Guitar. | also sing. | started out playing accordion, believe it or not. I've played too many instruments to 


name. 
"That's cool." 

"Groovy" 

"You use that word?" Jon asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Df course, man. Get with it" He smiled and rolled his bright blue eyes. "What about yourself?" 
"| play guitar a little, sing, and play the piano." 

"Sounds hip." Jon nodded, 

"Make a turn here" Richie complied with the directions. 

"How old are ya, kid?" Jon grimaced again, making Richie laugh again. 

"15: 

"You're young, man. Wish | could be I5 again." 

"How old are you?" 


"18 in July." 


"So you're graduating as a lT-year-old." 


"Barely" Jon laughed. "What were those guys bothering you for? You don't look like someone they'd bother 
with. No offense." 


"| was talking to - the big one -" 

"Mark?" 

"Yeah. Him. | was talking to his girlfriend yesterday." Jon lied. Richie raised an eyebrow, but went along with it. 
"Yeah. That'll do it. Stay away from his girls. They're his bitches and he gets very possessive. Treats them like 
shit, but to each her own" Richie muttered the last part under his breath. Jon nodded in agreement, 
unbuckling his seatbelt when they pulled up to his house. 


"Thanks for the ride" Jon said. 


"No problem. And Jon?" Jon turned around. "Find me in the courtyard before school tomorrow." Jon smiled and 


nodded. 
"Will do. Thanks again" 


"No problem." As Richie drove home, he couldn't help but suspect that there was more to the story than Jon 
was telling. He walked into the house, where his mom and dad were both sitting at the dining room table. 


"Hello, Richard" He raised an eyebrow. His mom only called him Richard when he was in trouble. What'd he do? 
"Hi. What's up?" 


"We got a call from your school saying you slammed someone against the wall?" Richie rolled his eyes, not 


meaning it towards his parents. 


"The fucking kid was beating up another kid. He was lucky he could walk and wasn't too badly hurt" Richie 
answered, putting his keys in the basket and jacket on the rack. "Now if you'll excuse me." He went to his room, 


where he picked up his guitar and started playing. 
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"John Francis Bongiovi Jr. Where the hell have you been?" Carol, Jon's mom, asked as he walked in the door, 


looking at his feet as he walked past and letting his hair block his face. 
"A friend gave me a ride home." 


"If so, you should've been home I5 minutes ago." Jon went to go up the stairs but she grabbed his arm. "Jon 
Look at me." Jon shook his head and she tilted his chin up, gasping at the black eye. "Jon! What happened?" 


"A kid beat me up when | was walking away from the school to come home. A kid stopped them and brought 


me home." 
"Well that was very nice of him. John!" She called up the stairs. "Why did they beat you up?" 
"Because of my sexuality." His mother gave an annoyed sigh. 


"They need to get over themselves. The thing is, so what if you're gay? You're special" He gave a disbelieving 
chuckle. "You are." She kissed his cheek John came downstairs and looked at his son. 


"What the fuck happened?" 

"Jon got beat up at school. Didn't give him a chance to fight back" He came over and looked at his black eye. 
"Let me go get some ice." His father disappeared into the kitchen and came back with an ice pack, giving it to 
Jon. Carol noticed for the first time that he was also limping a bit as he went to the couch. Jon winced, slowly 
lowering himself. Carol walked over and helped him, smiling sadly as he smiled gratefully at her. 

"What was this kid who brought you home's name?" John asked. 

"A guy named Richie Sambora" Jon could feel himself blush a little. 

"Is he cute?" Carol asked. Both of his parents laughed when he blushed even more. 

"Im taking that as a yes." 


"Hey John!" Jon smiled as he walked up to Richie. 


"Hey, man. How are you?" Jon asked, sitting next to Richie, who was playing his guitar. 


"Good. How are you feeling?" Jon shrugged. 

"As good as | can after having my pride taken in front of the whole school” 

"Right. Sorry." 

"Nah. You're good." 

"Do you always wear sunglasses?" 

"Usually. You play?" 

"Yeah. | also sing. You?" 

"Same." Richie nodded. 

"Right on" 

"Why'd you want me to meet you here?" 

"Thought you'd like a friend, man. Someone to talk to before, during, and after school" Richie shrugged 
"You wanna be friends with me?" 

"Of course! You seem pretty hip, man I've seen you around at the clubs, too. Pretty damn good, kid." 
"Well, thanks. | think I've seen you around, too." The school bell rang. 

"See you at lunch." Richie said, slinging his guitar case over his shoulder. 


"See ya." 
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"| saw you hanging out with John this morning.” 

"And?" Richie asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"You two seemed very friendly.” He shrugged. 

"So what?" 

"He's a loser, Rich. He's gonna bring your popularity down by 1,000 points." 

"| highly doubt that, Rachel. And he's not a loser." 

"He's a queer! He's a fucking weirdo!" 

"Maybe you're the one who's queer, Rachel" He said nonchalantly, reaching into his locker. 
"What the fuck?" 

"Look. The kid needs a friend. | just met him, but | think he's pretty hip." 

"Okay. How about this. If you don't stop hanging out with the kid, then we're over." 


"Cool. See ya" Richie slung his bookbag over his shoulder and headed to lunch, leaving Rachel in pure shock at 
what had just happened. 


He walked into the cafeteria where he got a whole bunch of, "Hey Rich! Over here!" "Richie, my man! Come sit 
over here with the cool cats!" "How's it going, dude?" But he walked past and ignored everyone, finally reaching 
the table Jon was at. "Is it cool to sit down?" Jon jumped and looked up, smiling at who he saw. 


"Have a seat" He did. "Aren't you worried about what your friends are going to say if you sit over here?" 


"They can say whatever the fuck they want. Nothing but a bunch of whiney, spoiled asses." That made Jon 


chuckle. "I'd rather hang over here with you." 
"Well, that's very nice of you." 
"So, you play guitar and sing.’ 


"Yes." 


"What do you usually play?" 

"Mmm .. Heart. Doobie Brothers. Elvis. The Beatles. Things like that. What about yourself?" 
"Usually Bob Dylan, Eric Clapton, The Beatles, Jimi Hendrix. Things of the sort! 

"Rock on" 

"Mhm. | like the emotional stuff" 

"| do too. H makes the quality of the song a LOT better" 

"We should get together to jam sometime." 

"| wouldn't mind that: 


"Cool." 


